would presently affix the second violet seal to the document, and that
second seal would open the platform gate to them, make it possible for
them to board a train, carry them to Viazma, Orel, Tula, the Crimea,
Perm, Tobolsk, anywhere over the length and the breadth of the great
Republic, bring them to their relations, assuage hunger of body and
soul, slay space, draw families together. Their papers said that their
holders were going to visit the sick, no other pretext was allowed, a
cousin, a grandmother, a father, a sister, a wife. They all came pleading,
adding the urgency of their voices to the efficacy of the violet
seals.

The tiny room was all the smaller because of mountains of papers,
and Igor, behind his plain deal desk, felt that some day he must bestir
himself, dust the grimy shelves, destroy most of the litter, and bring
tidiness into the bleak little warren. But papers and dirt were inanimate
and therefore unimportant. His main business lay with people, and it
never ceased.

This morning he found a queue of about a dozen people, and the
first was a smiling woman in a black print skirt and a white shawl with
bright orange flowers on it, a comfortable, middle-aged woman, who
was planning to see an aunt in the Poltava Government. He scanned her
dirty permit and sighed. He scanned her plump self-satisfied face,
noted her pride in the flowered shawl, and the peacocky way in which
she strode into the office, and sighed again.

'Why did you do it?'

The smile stole away from the full mouth. The woman looked ugly.
She did not answer. Igor said patiently:

'And I believe you have paid money for it, too. These things never
get done for nothing.' He scanned the permit and noticed the clumsy
erasures of dates and place-names. The permit had been used once
before. He could see the faint outline of the second seal probably
stamped by his predecessor. The woman tugged at the fringe of her
shawl. Igor used a quieter, gentler voice: 'What is the good of doing it?*

'Hunger, little father. And they would not give me a permit------'

'How much did you pay?'

The woman stared past him. After a pause she muttered:

'They all said to me: "You will get a ticket all right. You must not
go to Nicholas Station," they said, "the man there is very unkind ...
but the man at Warsaw station," they said, "he is kind, he will give you
the manna from heaven," they said.'
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